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active-minded and forcible people are ready
to think little of it, and just regard it as a
mood that may accompany a well-earned holi-
day, and even so to be sparingly indulged.

It is also undoubtedly true that in many
robust and energetic people the sense of
what is beautiful  is so far atrophied that
it can only be aroused by scenes and places
of almost melodramatic picturesqueness, by
ancient buildings clustered on craggy emi-
nences, great valleys with the frozen horns
of   mountains,   wind-ravaged    and   snow-
streaked,   peering   over  forest   edges,   the
thunder and splendour of great sea-breakers
plunging landward under rugged headlands
and cliff-fronts.    But all thjsjpursuit of sen-
sational beauty is to mistake its quality; the
moment it is thus pursued it ceases to be
the milk and honey of life, and it becomes
a kind of stimulant which   excites  rather
than tranquillises.    I do not mean that one
should  of set purpose avoid the sight of
wonderful prospects and treasure-houses of
art, or act as the poet Gray did when he
was travelling with Horace Walpole in the
Alps, when they drew up the blinds of their
carriage to exclude the sight of such pro-
digious and unmanning horrors!